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Or faithless stone abuse thy credulous sight.

Perhaps the magic of thy face hath wrought

Upon th' enchanted crystal., and so brought

Fantastic shadows to delude thine eyes                      15

With airy repercussive sorceries ;

Or else th5 enamour* d image pines away

For love of the fair object, and so may

Wax pale and wan, and though the substance grow

Lively and fresh, that may consume with woe.            20

Give then no faith to the false specular stone,

But let thy beauties by th' effects be known.

Look, sweetest Doris, on my lovesick heart,

In that true mirror see how fair thou art!

There, by Love's never-erring pencil drawn,                25

Shalt thou behold thy face, like th' early dawn,

Shoot through the shady covert of thy hair,

Enamelling and perfuming the calm air

With pearls and roses, till thy suns display

Their lids and let out the imprison'd day;                   30

Whilst Delphic priests, enlight'ned by their theme,

In amorous numbers count thy golden beam,

And from Love's altars clouds of sighs arise

In smoking incense, to adore thine eyes.

If, then, love flow from beauty, as thj effect,               35

How canst thou the resistless cause suspect?

Who would not brand that fool, that should contend

There were no fire, where smoke and flames ascend ?

Distrust is worse than scorn: not to believe

My harms, is greater wrong than not to grieve.           40

What cure can for my fest'ring sore be found,

Whilst thou belie v'st thy beauty cannot wound ?

Such humble thoughts more cruel tyrants prove

Than all the pride that e'er usurp'd in love,

For beauty's herald here denounceth war,                  45

There her false spies betray me to a snare.

If fire disguis'd in balls of snow were hurl'd,

It unsuspected might consume the world;

Where our prevention ends, danger begins,

So wolves in sheeps', lions in asses' skins,                   50

Might far more mischief work, because less fear'd:

Those the whole flock, these might kill all the herd.

Appear then as thou art, break through this cloud,

Confess thy beauty, though thou thence grow proud;
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